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(< By no means, Sire! your Majesty's kindness renders that quite impossible. But you must be aware that on such a subject I feel myself bound to be silent.* He appeared to reflect for a few moments, and then he said: "You are right! This is the second lesson you have given me. I thank you."
Our conversation then changed to another subject. The Emperor spoke of our theaters, our museums, with which he was highly delighted; and he declared that the magnificent city "of Paris had not its equal in the whole world. <( My. stony city (ma ville de pierre)* said he, <(will also be a splendid place one day or other. You must come and see it; say you will; I am sure you would like St. Petersburg; and we will give you a welcome. Then you can testify on your return that we are not quite such savages as we are said to be.* I was deeply touched by these words, which he uttered with the most unaffected kindness of manner.
He next spoke of the state of my affairs, and asked me in what circumstances Junot had left his family. I replied: (< Without any fortune. * <c How! and Napoleon
------* (<It was not in his power to do anything, Sire.
He was in Champagne at the time of Junot's death, and his attention was engrossed by matters of greater import than making a provision for us.* <( But your majorats ? Prince Metternich is your friend.a He paused for a moment, and then continued: * It is his duty to protect you and your family.w (< Our majorats, Sire, are in Prussia and in Hanover, consequently M. de Metternich can do nothing in the business. He is my friend, and I will not be so unjust as to accuse him of indifference. I will not myself solicit his intervention with Prussia; it is yours I should wish to have, Sire.w
The Emperor smiled. (< Mine ? Well, so be it. Czer-nicheff has begun the business, and he shall follow it up.* I courtesied; and he added with charming grace: (< Let it be understood. He shall arrange the business with the King of Prussia IN MY NAME. Will that satisfy you ?* <( The widow of Junot can wish for nothing more when she has such an advocate for her children.*
A flood of tears prevented me from saying more. Alexander took my hand (an English custom which he had contracted, and which I at first thought very strange),icers. his inscrutable looks;ainst 150,000.pride, if not from affection, to do what he did in the delirium of a brain fever.s and Court officials.
